1985: Back in Cleveland | was living on 110th and Lorain Avenue, the west 
side of town, in a basement efficiency shared by my new found friend and 
roommate Dan. 

Across from us lay a huge expanse of pavement, an entire city block wide, 
from which, in the distance, one could see the bumt-out shells of cars, their torched 
black skeletal remains heaped against ramshackle old store houses and sheds 
A rusty-brown collapsed chainlink fence ran the length of the property, and gravel 
and broken bottles littered the area, the bits of glass sparkling in the sun 

I remember the long, hot summer days, haaring blacktop sizzlo and looking 
up to see a veritable wall of heat through which the horizon would dance and wave. 

Now it was in this inferno that I had como to the belief that although the heat 
seemed so invincible and utteriy complete, nothing, not even is raging fire, could 
burn back into the deep, black liquid shadows of the factory. Actually an old Sears 
warehouse, it stood, an endless concrete fortrass, towering abandoned above 
the streets, above the heat, above us all. Appearing as old as time itself, its 
blackened windows seemed to seep and ache, tortured by time, staring out into the 
sun lit world, as eyes hiding a blackened secret, in the depths that echoed behind. 

And so it would seem, as we would set out on our front steps, "Master of 
Puppets" playing on our jam box, in the cool of Ihe moon-bathed evening, that 
something was stirring in the forgotten recesses of its dark, black womb, 
awakening to climb its cold passages and stare out into the deepening twilight, 
stare a warning to each and every one of us to stay away from its factory. Then 
a Chill would run the length of my spine and I'd retreat to the confines of my 
subterranean hovel. 

This very same summer | would have the extreme good fortune to run across 
Kevin Eastman and Peter Laird. That, a stroke of luck in itself, would change 
my life forever and signal the beginning of a long and wondrous working 
relationship which would eventually lead from the home of rock-n-roll and “Howard 
the Duck” to Massachusetts and more prosperous times. I'm settled now in a 
Quaint litle New England town with a steady, rewarding career, all due to two 
warm-hearted, fanalically generous souls. 

But that's not to say that when the wind blows wild and the moon rides high 
in the night that I don't stil feel that chill run the length of my spine. As I peer 
through the blinds of a new basement apartment | can once again feel those 

Cold dark eyes staring out from within the decrepit old factory roing in ruin across 
the street 

Funny: | guess it's like they say, the more things chango, the more they stay 
the same, 
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